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precipices. Two of these shadows struck me as
very remarkable; one exactly resembling an enor-
mous eagle in flight with outstretched wings
covering perhaps a hundred acres and close beside
it was a monstrous creature with the outline of a
sheep.

I had read descriptions of the Canyon but no
description can give a true impression of its awful
and bewildering grandeur. The first sight of it
by moonlight was simply overwhelming. I won-
dered what daylight would bring forth on the
morrow. The Explorer of Profundities, with
whom I was rash enough to link my destiny,
remarked that the only pictures his imagination
had ever formed that resembled what we saw
were the visions conjured up by Dante's Inferno.
- Next day weather conditions were perfect.
We were out before breakfast to see the Canyon
under the early sun. Its splendours were more
visible, but its depths hardly less terrible to look
into. At 9.30 we went with a party in a motor-
bus to visit a point called Hermit's Rest where a
trapper hermit once lived in a cave. The drive
through the cedar woods, ground thickly carpeted
with shining snow, was delightful. Emerging
from time to time from the woods on to the rim,
great reaches of the Canyon, which has a total
length of 217 miles, burst into view. Again
my pen fails me; language was not made to
describe such things. To get some conception
of it all you must realize that the Canyon is so